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Hold fast for me my yesterdays.
Through long stretches of the dark I come
To heat at the great door of my death
With a hone as on the taut skin of a drum.

Harsh there hangs the shape of winter,
Swung from the sounding bronze whereon I knock.
Twelve strokes stir its hunch-backed hanging:
This hand has plucked my midnight from the clock.

This of my tissue made, this moment,
Rises from wrists, as a hawk to gale;
The door creaks wide, I turn a quarter
And hang my shape with winter on the nail.

When stiff grass grows between my fingers,
While rain falls silver in the golden sun,
Remember that my shuttered heart is naked,,
Is minus though I am at one with One.

Though I am forever, I cannot hold
My minute nor tarry on these timeless ways.
Let you who are left embraced in laughter
Hold fast for me my yesterdays.
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